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art no more a clergyman than the woman there, *'
(pointing to his wife), " but if thou art, dost deserve
to have thy gown stripped over thy shoulders, for
running about the country in such a manner." " I
forgive your suspicions," says Adams; "but suppose
I am not a clergyman, I am nevertheless thy brother;
and thou, as a Christian, much more as a clergyman,
art obliged to relieve my distress." " Dost preach to
me?" replied Trulliber, "dost pretend to instruct me
in my duty?" " Ifacks,1 a good story," cries Mrs.
Trulliber, " to preach to my master." " Silence, woman,"
cries Trulliber; "I would have thee know, Friend"
(addressing himself to Adams) " I shall not learn my
duty from such as thee; I know what charity is, better
than to give to vagabonds." " Besides, if we were in-
clined, the Poor's Rate obliges us to give so much charity,"
cries the wife. " Pugh! thou art a fool. Poor's Rate I
Hold thy nonsense," answered Trulliber; and then,
turning to Adams, he told him he would give him noth-
ing. " I am sorry," answered Adams, " that you do
know what charity is, since you practise it no better; I
must tell you, if you trust to your knowledge for your
justification, you will find yourself deceived, though you
should add faith to it without good works." " Fellow,"
cries Trulliber, " dost thou speak against faith in my
house? Get out of my doors! I will no longer remain
under the same roof with a wretch who speaks wantonly
of faith and the Scriptures." " Name not the Scrip-
tures," says Adams. "How, not name the Scriptures!
Do you disbelieve the Scriptures?" cries Trulliber,
1 In faith.